
































Fy Wes, rsh se fp of «200 gm Pare Print Cacin™* pack (te sie wih the th 
omg) mt yr tae, ret cas 0 Pate Poa US, ilo ae 












gticks* free 
gand-Aid 
atest pack 


Two Fue 





Start collecting your Funsticks* Now! 


* Perfumed plastic crayons 


Rules and Regulations 
The contest is open to children between 4 and 15 years of age. Only Indian titizens are eligible. 
& Mather and 


Employees of Johnson & Johnson and their relatives are politely declined to enter. 
An individual can send in any number of entries. 
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Each entry must be compiete. Incomplete or legbie entig wil be considered inva wali. 
The last date for receiving entries is 28th February, 1995. However, the company reserves the right to extend 
or restrict date. 

















Enter the 
BAND AID’ 
Funtest 


All you have to do 
is to paint a strip and 
answer a few simple 
questions. And a 
whole lot of exciting 
prizes are yours to be 


‘won. f 


Aso 1000 Earty Birs Prizes 
(So send in your entry today!) 
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Tick the right answer 
1. Whats the size of a Band-Aid Strip? 
19mm x 72mm G 17mm x 70mm C 21mm x 74mm 
ee 


|. How many Band-Aid Strips (all types) are there in the Band-Aid Funtest Pack? 


O 20015 030 
‘of a Band-Aid called? 
O Tincture lodine 


10, Alentry fore mustbe mailed by ordinary posto The Band-Aid Funtest, C/o. DataBasics, P.O. Box 16605, Bombay 400019 
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IMIMUNIZATION 
AN ASSURANCE OF 
GOOD HEALTH TO CHILDREN 
VACCINATIONS When and How Many 


intervals of 
at least one 
month 


9 months 


Babies should receive all vaccinations by the 
time they are twelve months old. 
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HEALTHY CHILD—NATION’S HOPE & PRIDE 
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Suda, Tiare Marsory Fehymes- 
Gus Morton for me all the tine 


—— 










SWEETS 
J Love my Sundays ~- Nursery Rhymes and my Mummy close to me and Mortons 
all the time. it has been our Family's favourite for years and years. 
Delicious and ‘yummy in so many flavours. All with the goodness of 
Creamy Milk, Glucose and Sugar. i 
Chocolate ‘and Coconut Cookies, Rose Eclairs, ‘Supreme 
Chocolate and Coconut Toffees, Lacto Bonbons Mango King 
andsomany —_ other delicious treats. 
Umm mmm Every bite a yummy delight. 


Comes 


k lifer? of MORTON CONFECTIONERY & 
neal MILK PRODUCTS FACTORY 
> P.O. : Marhowrah 841 418 Dist. : Saran, Bihar 


Caution Notice : 
New an ts wrappers are egstred trace mark of Uoper Ganges Sugar lndusines Lid. Any inlhingement ol rade mark nghs able 10 prosecution 
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THE STORY OF RAGHAVENDRA : King 
Veerendra of Kanaka tries his best to reform his 
son, Raghavendra, so that he would have the 
welfare of his subjects as his prime responsibil- 
ity. After he ascends the throne, it is left to his 
wife, Savitry, to remind him of his father's advice. 
Raghavendra spends the money he collects 
from the people as taxes on beautifying his 
palace. His bosom friend, Kings Chitrasena from 
the neighbouring kingdom, is aghast when he 
sees how dirty all of Kanaka is outside the 
palace. He decides to advise his friend 
Raghavendra. While they are ata game ofchess, 
a boy reaches the palace with an urgent mes- 
‘sage for Raghavendra. A mini-serial starts. 

FLOPPY: The uncle in the family does not go for 
work. He is a nature-lover. He brings home a 
newborn rabbit. The family is in two minds — to 
keep the rabbit or turn it out. The children solve 
m4 Problem. This is from the pen of a 13-year- 


PLUS adventures of ULYSSES, stories from 
MAHABHARATA, and PANCHATANTRA in 
captivating colour comics — besides all the regu- 
lar features. 
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TV AND CHILDREN 


Children's general lack of interest in studies and the consequent poor 
performance in examinations are often attributed to the TV — the long hours 
they spend in front of what is frequently described as the ‘idiot-box' and the 
influence of some of the programmes on them. 

Now, who is to decide how much time they could be allowed to sit before the 
TV? Or, what programmes they should or should not watch? This responsibility 
lies with the parents, and nobody else. 

A recent survey in Delhi among a little over two hundred families has 
revealed that 58 per cent of them watch the TV along with the children, whereas 
in 42 per cent families, the elders go about attending to their chores, while the 
youngsters remain glued to the TV. In short, the TV takes over the exercise of 
‘baby-sitting’. Perhaps the parents feel that if they insist on the children 
attending to their homework or studies, instead of watching the TV, they might 
be called upon to give the little ones a helping hand! 

A more disturbing revelation — apart from the instinct in children to imitate 
whatever "action" they see on the TV —is that children prefer TV to playing with 
and meeting their friends outside the school hours. ue is definitely not a 
healthy trend. 

One solution to such negative influence of the Vv on children is the 
suggestion to introduce a separate channel for children, as some countries 
have successfully experimented with, providing an attractive package of 
programmes that help the growth — both physical and mental — of children. 








| Wisdom from a boy 


great sage once lived in the re- 

gion known as Vindhyachal. 
After years of study and meditation, 
he had come to acquire a lot of 
powers, some of them uncanny and 
wonderful. His fame spread far and 
wide, and people sought his advice 
whenever they faced problems, In- 
variably his advice helped them lead 
a peaceful life. 

Every day, someone or another 
would call on him for counsel. He 
was puzzled by the kind of problems 
they brought to’him. ‘They seem to 
be so divergent from whatever I 
have learnt from my studies and 
enquiries!’ the sage wondered, ‘It 
looks as though righteousness has 
faded away from the earth and only 
evil thoughts and actions prevail. 


] 


Wherever I turn, I see only injustice. 
Does it mean that divinity, heaven, 
and hell are all imaginary? Are they 
all meaningless? Unless I know the 
truth of all this, I won't have any 
peace of mind.’ With such thoughts 
turning him, he decided that he would 
go places in search of Truth. 

He started on a long journey, 
carrying his hand-rest and a bowl. 
He had not travelled far or for many 
days when a little boy began to keep 
himcompany. He was hardly twelve, 
He smiled at the muni and told him 
that he was also on a long journey. 
The sage was happy that now he did 
not have to walk alone and felt that 
the boy might be of help to him. 

The two reached the outskirts of 
a village, where the villagers re- 








cejved them with reverence and led 
them toa palatial house in the centre 


of the village. It was the house ofa . 


wealthy merchant. He extended a 
warm hospitality to them. As they 
remained talking, the merchant was 
drawn towards the boy whom he 
found quite intelligent, besides ad- 
venturesome. As they were eating 
food, the merchant served a sweet 
dish to the boy in a golden bowl, 
which he described as his lone proud 
possession. 

That night the sage and the boy 
stayed with the merchant. Next 
morning, they took leave of him. 
Sometime later, it was found that the 
golden bowl was missing. Every- 
body suspected that the boy must 
have taken it. The merchant felt very 
bad about the loss, but he did not 
blame the boy and desisted from 
making any remark against him. 

The sage and the boy were caught 
in a heavy downpour on the way. 
They saw a light at a distance and 
hurried to take shelter there. It was a 
small house. They knocked on the 
door, A servant came and opened 
the door. "We're wayfarers and have 
been caught in the rain. Would you 
allow us to stay here for the night? 
God will bless you!" pleaded the 


sage. 
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The servant took them inside to 
his master. He jumped at his servant. 
"Do you think I'll get any blessings 
by keeping two strangers here for 
the night?" 

The sage guessed that the man of 
the house was a miser. Still, he took 
courage in pleading with him, and 
sought refuge for the night. It was 
still raining heavily. The servant, too, 
pleaded on their behalf. "All right, let 
them stay for the night," agreed the 
master, rather reluctantly. "If there is 
any left over food, let them have it, 
though I doubt very much if there 
will be any. You can't depend on 
anybody these days, so be alert." 
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The servant was happy that his 
master did not turn out whoever he 
had allowed inside without his per- 
mission. Not only that. He had also 
agreed to their staying overnight 
and partaking of whatever food was 
left. He served them the little food 
that was available. The boy took a 
small share for himself and gave the 
rest to the sage. 

Soon the rain stopped. They 
thought it would be wise if they left 
the place before the servant came 
and asked them to leave. They got 
up and moved towards the door, 
when the servant came into the room. 
The boy took out the golden bow] 
from his bag and handed it to the 


servant. "You gave us refuge at an 
untimely hour. You pleaded with 
your master on our behalf. You also 
gave us food. We won't forget the 
help you rendered. It's because of 
people like you that the world is kept 
going. What I gave you is just a 
token of our gratitude. Please thank 
your master on our behalf." 

The boy's gesture surprised the 
wise sage. He was angry with him, as 
he had stolen something from one 
house and made a gift of it at another 
place, and was thus trying to earn a 
name. After all, the bowl did not be- 
long to the boy. The muni wanted to 
punish him, but when he looked at the 
boy's face, his anger just melted away. 











“Are you surprised over my ac- 
tions, sire?" said the boy, who had 
noticed the reaction on the face of 
the sage. "All this is a drama, O wise 
one!, You had a lot of doubts when 
you started on your journey. [wanted 
to dispel all those doubts. That mer- 
chant who received us is just keeping 
up appearances so that he can earn 
some popularity and fame. He is re- 
ally bankrupt, and his, only valuable 
possession was the golden bowl. Its 
loss will certainly reform him and he 
will now try to lead a humble life, and 
pay back all that he had borrowed 
from others by toiling hard.” 

_ “That's fine, but why did you 
give away the bowl to a miser?" 
queried the muni. "You could have 
given it to someone else who is 
sincere and obliging, and more de- 
serving." 


"That miser knows only to accu- 
mulate possessions and not to share 
them with others," explained the boy. 
"The bowl will also bring about a 
change of heart in him, when he 
knows that he was given a priceless 
bowl for sharing a little food. He 
would now wonder, if he were to 
give away more by way of charity, 
how much more he stood to gain? 
He would henceforth come forward 
to help more and more people." 

"You're not any ordinary boy!" 
remarked the sage, patting him on 
the back. "All my doubts have been 
cleared. I can now face the people 
who come to me with greater confi- 
dence." 

The muni turned to pat himagain. 
But there was no boy! The sage saw 
him rise into the skies. True, he was 
not any ordmary boy. 


Learning without thought is labour lost 





PANCHATANTRA - 50 
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ONLY « SAINT RETURNS 
FOR EVIL. 


Just as gold is purified by heating in fire, those who have 
endured the burning of pain, by observing austerities, will 
shine like gold. 





Jou my Goo! How TousH 
HIS SKIN! 


AFTER SOMETIME... HE 
 LETME SEE... THINK ae MY TEETH ARE ACHING. 
oe , Us CANTEVEN TFARTHESKit 





MEANWHILE, ALIONCOMES 
THERE. 


DON'T YOU KNOW THAT? 
YOU MAY HAVE.IT FOR MOURED THE LION] 
A GESTURE OF} 


Those who are acquainted with nothing but fraud will perish 
in the very commission of such transgression. 


-Thirukkural 














HUSHINONOISE, PLEASE! | | DEAR SIRI HOW DARE You 
COME HERE AND RISK 
/OUR LIFE? 













ITO SIGNAL TOHIMIFISEE 
ANY TIGER, 


‘ALL RIGHT! RUN FAST, AS] THE TERRIFIED TIGER 
SIGNAL TO THE LION! 'LL_) FAST AS YOU CAN! TAKES TO HIS HEELS. 
FUN AWAY. 










AHHAIAGREAT ANDNOBLE 
BEING IS GRATIFIED BY 
OBEDIENCE AND RESPECT. 
AFIGHTER CANBE OUTWIT- 
TEDONLYBYINTRIGUEAND 
TACT. 





Partiality, is the height of 

















AFTER SOME TIME... | MY GOD! A LEOPARD! HE WELCOME. DEAR FRIEND, 
LEOPARD COMES THAT | HAS SHARP TEETH. SUMPTUOUS SUF 
Way. 





MY GOD! THE LION fi 
/SOMING! RUN FOR YOUR 
gure! 


5 without kindness. 





Anil Kumar Bhargav, of Chandigarh, was persuaded by his friends to stand for 
election for the post of President of the college union. With reluctance he filed his 
nomination paper with the Election Officer, who was none other than the English 
lecturer. He had been asked by the Principal to oversee the election. For reasons 
best known to him, Anil had a doubt whether his nomination would not be rejected. 
His close friend Mukesh Agarwal put him at ease, saying he would try to find out 
his status from the lecturer; but he would not commit himself one way or the other. 
Mukesh approached the lecturer a second time, when he merely said, "I'm 
awaiting an answer from the devil's advocate.” He would not elaborate. When 
Mukesh conveyed this to Anil, both stared at each-other. What did the English 
lecturer mean? The expression devil's advocate has its origin in the Pope referring 
aname he is considering for canonisation, to the advocate in the Papal court. He 
makes all enquiries about the person to ascertain whether there can be any 
‘objection to the proposal to confer sainthood on him. He is the devil's advocate 
who looks into all acts of omission and commission that the person might have 
done. 

Selvanayaki, of Mayiladuthurai, wants to know whether anyone can talk 
through his or her hat even if the person is not actually wearing a hat! When you 
talk aimlessly or talk at random, you don't need to put on a hat. To talk through 
one's hat is an idiomatic expression. 











(Prince Paris led the beautiful Helen to Troy. A large number of Greek princes and their soldiers 
attacked Troy. The war continued for nine long years. At last Troy was destroyed; Helen was 
restored to her husband Menelaus.) 


eaving the burning Troy behind, 
athe Greek ships now set sail for 
their land. For a day or two, the 
~ entire fleet of ships sailed together. 
But a few were more anxious to 
reach home than the others, while 
some ships were swifter than the 
others. Soon, the fleet broke into 
groups of ships. 
Their voyage, to begin with, was 
smooth. But a terrible wind broke 
out after a few days and the ships 


5. IN THE ONE-EYED GIANT'S CAVE 





were driven in different directions, 
like dry leaves. 

Ulysses commanded an excellent 
ship. Luckily, it managed to come 
out of the sphere of storm and 
reached an unknown island. The 
people of the island were gentle and 
kind. But soon astrange fact came to 
light. In their lakes, they grew akind 
of lotus and its fruit were extremely 
delicious. Whoever ate one, was 
unable to check his temptation to eat 
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more. [he companions of Ulysses 
began eating the lotus fruit with much 
relish. But as they ate them, they 
forgoteverything. They didnot know 
how they came there, from where 
they. came, what their destination 
was. Alas, they could not remember 
even their names! They would like 
to dwell on that island forever. 
Ulysses shouted at them and tried 
to inspire in them love for their 
homes, for their wives and children. 
But they did not remember a thing. 
His words meant nothing to them. 
So, Ulysses physically lifted them 
one by one and dumped them on his 
ship. He had, of course, some men in 





20 


the ship who had not eaten the fruit 
of forgetfulness. With their help, he 
hurriedly left the island. Memory 
returned to his men by and by. 

But a far greater danger awaited 
them. The next island they came to 
was also unknown to them. Ulysses 
and twelve of his men stepped onto 
the shore and walked surveying it. It 
was full of mountains, Flocks of 
healthy sheep grazed in the fields at 
the foot of the hills. They soon saw 
a cave and entered it. There were 
basketful of excellent cheese and 
bowls of milk. 

"Let's carry a few cheese baskets 
and some lambs to our ship," pro- 
posed one of the companions of 
Ulysses. 

"Oh no!" disagreed Ulysses. 
“Let's wait for the owner of these 
stuff. He'll understand that we're 
strangers who need help. He might 
pass on as gifts some of his cheese 
and lambs,” 

Soon the owner returned, driving 
his sheep into the cave. He pushed a 
huge stone towards the opening of 
the cave and closed it. Ulysses un- 
derstood that not even a hundred 
strong men could move that stone 
even a wee bit. 

The cave-dweller kindled a fire. 
Who would not be terrified at his 
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sight? He was a terrible giant. He 
had only one eye on his forehead. 
Ulysses had heard about these one- 
eyed, cruel giants known as Cyclops. 

Ulysses and his men stood in a 
corner of the cave. As soon as the 
Clyclop saw them, he looked happy. 

“Noble giant, we're voyagers. We 
lost our way because of a terrible 
wind, We're your guests. We hope, 
you'll treat us well. Gods will be 
kind to you," said Ulysses, assum- 
ing a pleasant tone. 

"We Cyclops don't need gods’ 
kindness. We do as we please. And 
I'll do with you as I please." So 
saying, the Cyclop dragged two of 
Ulysses's men and dashed them on 
the floor and began eating their 
limbs. It was a ghastly sight. Some 
of Ulysses's men fainted. All of them 
were trembling. 

The giant fell asleep after a while. 
Ulysses kept on thinking what to do. 
An escape from the place was just 
out of the question unless the giant 
removed the stone with which he 
had shut the cave's mouth. Once he 
opened it, he would also see to it that 
no prisoner escaped. 

They had with them a jarful of 
wine. Next day, in the morning, the 
Cyclop woke up. To Ulysses's hor- 
ror, he picked up two more men and 





dashed them on the ground and 
began chewing them. Ulysses. 
stomaching all his disgust, offered 
him the jarful of wine. 

The giant tasted it and liked it. He 
drank up the content of the jar to its 
last drop. "What is your name?" he 
asked. 

"My name is Noman!" replied 
Ulysses. 

“Good, Noman, good! I'll reward 
you for the fine drink you gave me. 
Can you imagine what the reward 
would be?" asked the giant in a 
jovial spirit. © 

"I can imagine that. A good 
Cyclop that you are, you'll let us go 





away," said Ulysses. 

"No, of course, not. A good 
Cyclop that I am, I'll eat you last of 
all!” he said and ate up two more of 
his prisoners. By then he was drunk 
and fell asleep. 

Ulysses knew that this was the 
only chance for their escape. They 
found a long olive wood, sharp at 
one end. They heated that pointed 
end in the fire and carried it near the 
sleeping giant. They pierced the 
Cyclop's only eye with all the force 
at their command. 

The Cyclop gave out such a cry 
that it appeared the cave would col- 
lapse. That did not happen, but the 
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cry attracted some other Cyclops. 
They gathered in front of the cave 
and asked, "What happened?" 

“Noman has blinded me!" replie: 
the Cyclop. ‘ 

“If no man has blinded you, that 
only means that the gods have done 
so. What can we do?" commented 
the giants and soon dispersed. 

In his maddening anguish, the 
Cyclop pushed the stone aside and 
hopped out inthe open. But he spread 
his arms so that his prisoners could 
not escape. 

Ulysses placed each one of his 
companions between two sheep. 
When the sheep went out. Cyclop 
felt them on their sides and was 
satisfied that they were not his pris- 
oners. After letting all his six sur- 
viving companions out, Ulysses 
himself clung on to the fattest lamb 
below its belly and went out. 

The blind Cyclop was still wait- 
ing for his prisoners to come out 
when Ulysses and his men boarded 
their ship. While sailing away, 
Ulysses could not control himself 
and shouted out, "You fool! If ever 
anyone asks you who blinded you, 
tell him that it was Ulysses, the King 
of Ithaca, who did it!" 

Ulysses soon regretted shouting 
in this manner. Because the Cyclop 
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turned in the direction from which 
the voice came. He groped for a 
moment, then uprooted a huge rock 
and hurled it towards the ship. The 
rock fell in the water with a re- 
sounding splash. Not only did spurts 
of water bathe parts of the ship, but 
also, the giant wave made by the 
splash between the rock and the 


water almost upturned the ship. It 
escaped narrowly. 

The Cyclop kept on cursing 
Ulysses. He lifted up more rocks 
and threw them into the sea. But 
luckily for Ulysses and his men, the: 
ship had gone beyond his range. 
They rowed on as swiftly as they 
could. (To continue) 

















Rest while you drive |’ 


The latest innovation (not an inven- 
tion) is a scooter with a back rest. When 
you ride it, you feel as if you are sitting on a chair with large-sized wheels that can 
take you on roads. Each of the three wheels are a little over 60 cm. (16 inches) 
in diameter. They are capable of mounting 
kerbs up to 5cm (6 inches) high and climbing not 
- very - high slopes. The vehicle is fitted with a 
24 volt electric motor and three push buttons. It 
will go fast or slow, forward or reverse, and has 
three separate braking systems. It can also be 
easily dismantled and carried in the boot of a 
car. Well, well, this ideal mode of transport has 
been devised for people who have difficulty in 
walking, and not for children and youngsters 
who have strong legs for walking and running. 
A singing record 
A choir made up of college students of Ma- 
dras, called “Lakshman Shruti", began a recital 5 
of old as well as new film songs on December 17, and did not stop singing even 
- after 36 hours. It was an attempt to create a world record, which now awaits 
recognition by the authorities of the Guinness Book of World Records. Whatis not 
known is whether any single member of the audience had remained glued to his 
or her seat to vouchsafe the musical record. 


Fast, yet accident-free 

The famous Bullet Train of Japan, called ‘Shinkansen’, completed 30 years 
last October with a record of no accidents involving passengers. It was so named 
because of its bullet - like nose. It began service on October 1, 1964, running 
between Tokyo and Osaka, 518 km away from the Japanese capital. Its average 
speed was 220 km per hour, and deservedly earned the epithet ‘grandfather of 
high-speed trains’. Japan has ‘retired’ many of the original trains, but not the Bullet 
Train, though a new model was put on rails in 1992. Named "Nozomi", itcan reach 
a maximum speed of 270 km per hour, to reduce the travel time between Tokyo 
and Osaka by 19 minutes. Unfortunately, the service has not been trouble-free, 
unlike its peer, Shinkansen, which is still going strong. 











New Tales of King Vikram and the 
Vampire 


The Sanyasi's 
| __ Deceit 


he night and weird the 

tmosphere. It rained from time 

to time; gusts of wind shook the 
trees. Between thunderclaps and the 


oflighmeag revealed fearsome facca: 
But King Vikramaditya did not 
swerve a bit. He climbed the ancient 
tree once again and brought down 
the corpse. However, as soon as he 
began crossing the desolate crema- 
tion ground, with the corpse lying 
on his shoulder, the vampire that 
possessed the corpse spoke: "O 
King! You seem to be making 
untiring efforts and without respite 
as if you wish to achieve something. 
I pity you. Instead of enjoying 
comfortable sleep on a cozy bed, 
you're still coming after me. You 
appear to be under the spell of a 
magician. If that be so, your misery 
will be untold. You'll not only fail in 
your mission, but will be left to 
regret forever. That's what happened 
to Prince Jagaveera. Listen to ' 








story." The vampire then began his 
narration. 

Jayanagar was once ruled by 
Gajadeva. His son was Jagaveera. 
The king wished that his son mar- 
ried Princess Tilakavati of the 
neighbouring kingdom. One day, 
the prince went on a hunting trip, 
accompanied by some soldiers. 
Jagaveera hunted till noon and 
_ wanted to rest for a while before he 
went after more animals. He sought 
the shade of a huge banyan tree and 
was resting when he heard the 
muffled cries of someone injured or 
in agony. He walked to where he 
had heard the cries come from. 
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He was led to the mouth of a 
cave. He now heard the cries dis- 
tinctly. He drew his sword and 
cautiously went inside the cave, 
There he saw an old sanyasi, who 
appeared to have recognised the 
prince. "Jagaveera! You've come at 
therighttime," said the frail-looking 
sanyasi. "I shall die soon. I possess 
a lot of magical powers and was 
looking for a proper person to pass 
on all my knowledge before I died. 
Like, Ican interchange souls. Listen 
to me carefully, you might benefit 
from it." He then chanted a mantra 
and asked Jagaveera to repeat it af- 
ter him. "Now let's try it out. You 
must chant it three times when your 
soul will leave your body. I shall 
alsochant it and when my soulcomes 
out, your soul will enter my body, 
and my soul will get into your body." 

Jagaveera hesitated for a while, 
but when he heard the sanyasi 
chanting the mantra, he also did 
likewise. Soon, his soul entered the 
body of the sanyasi, whose soul now 
took its place in the young prince's 
body. Jagaveera waited for some 
time, not being very sure of what 
would happen next. "Sire! Please 
leave my body and give me back my 
soul!" he said, with great reverence 
for the sanyasi. 
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"Jagaveera! I never thought you 
would be so foolish!" said the 
sanyasi, now enjoying the comforts 
of a young body, strong and virile. 
"From now on, I am the Prince! I 
shall go and marry Princess 
Tilakavati and succeed your father, 
King Gajadeva. How can you now 
expect me to return your soul? You 
are now fated to live the life of an old 
sanyasi. Ha! Ha!" The sanyasi- 
turned-prince now briskly walked 
out of the cave. 

Jagaveera realised that he had 
been squarely cheated by the sanyasi. 
He slowly came out and saw the 
sanyasi mounting his horse and then 
galloping away towards the capital, 
accompanied by the soldiers. 
Jagaveera, looking like an old and 
haggard sanyasi, wended his way to 
the capital. 

He could not walk for long. He 
felt dead tired. He went and sat be- 
neath a tree and rested for a while. 
He then looked around and saw a 
dead peacock. Suddenly a thought 
occurred to him. Should he not chant 
the mantra again and enter the body 
of the peacock and then go to the 
palace? He thought for some time 
and then abandoned the idea. He got 
up when he heard the sound of a 
horse trotting up the way. 
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It was a wayfarer. Jagaveera 
stopped the man and requested him 
to take him to the capital as he was 
unable to walk. The man took pity 
on the old sanyasi, and asked him to 
getontohis horse. They then rode to 
the capital. He left the sanyasi at the 
outskirts, as his destination was 
further away. 

Jagaveera sat by the wayside for 
some time, Before long, some people 
came there carrying a dead body. 
They were on their way to the cre- 
mation ground. Overcome by grief, 
they lowered the Body on the ground 
and sat down wailing. The body was 
that of a young man. Jagaveera did 
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not think twice. He chanted the 
mantra and in no time his soul en- 
tered the young man's body. 

His relatives could not believe 
their eyes when they saw the young 
man getting up and wiping his eyes 
as if he was just waking up from a 
long sleep. “What's this! The dumb 
Lokenath is not dead? It must be his 
ghost!" they cried out in fear, and 
ran away from the place. 

Jagaveera now knew that he had 
entered the body of a dumb young 
man. He was sad, but soon felt 
hopeful when he saw that he was 
wearing a gold ring which, he 
thought, might be of useful. He 


briskly walked up to the market, 
sold the ring and bought some fresh 
clothes. He put them on and pro- 
ceeded to the neighbouring king- 
dom where Tilakavati's father was 
king. 

As he was unable to speak, he 
had to tell the palace guards by signs 
that he wished to meet the king. 
They could not understand him well, 
but realised that it was something 
serious and urgent. So, they took 
him to the king. 

King Martand was right then talk- 
ing to the royal astrologer, Gnana- 
mani. Jagaveera told them through 
signs how he was cheated by a 
sanyasi. The king did not under- 
stand much of it, but the royal astro- 
loger could guess what the young 
man was trying to convey, and he 
explained everything to the king. 

Martand sympathised with the 
dumb youth and immediately sent a 
letter to his neighbour, King 
Gajadeva. The King of Jayanagar 
was shocked when he read his 
friend's letter, He wanted to punish 
the sanyasi for cheating his son, the 
prince. He summoned his soldiers. 
"There is someone masquerading as 
Jayaveera. He fs not the real prince, 
only a fake, a sanyasi who has 
managed to reach here using some 


magic. Get hold of him and keep 
him in prison!" 

The fake prince happened to hear 
of the king's orders. He told the 
soldiers, "My father is mentally de- 
ranged. Lock him up in his cham- 
bers! I shall see how best he can be 
cured.” 

The messenger who had taken 
the letter from King Martand was 
still in Jayanagar and he came to 
know of the developments. He 
rushed back and told Martand how 
King Gajadeva and his son were 
being cheated by a sanyasi. Martand 
decided that he would do everything 
possible to help his friend and son 
and save the kingdom. He got ready 
his army for an attack against 
Jayanagar if the need arose. 

Fortunately for everybody, the 
dream of the fake prince did not 
materialise, for, he was bitten by a 
snake while sleeping. Gajadeva was 
soon released from prison. He had 
announcements made all over the 
kingdom about the real prince who 
was going about as a dumb. 

Meanwhile, Jagaveera carrying 
the soul of the dumb Lokenath 
reached Jayanagar. When people 
recognised him, word was sent to 
King Gajadeva who rushed out of 
the palace to receive him. He was 





brought to the palace and taken to 
his room, where he saw the dead 
body of the sanyasi wearing his own 
princely robes. He made signs that 
the body be cremated. 

The vampire ended his narration 
and turned to Vikramaditya. "O 
King! Don't you think that Prince 
Jagaveera was indulging in all use- 
less activities right from the begin- 
ning? He shouldn't have agreed to 
the sanyasi's proposition toexchange 
soul. For another, he could have 
entered the body of the peacock and 
come to the palace: and revealed 
everything to his father, the king. 
Instead of that he decided to enter 


the body of a dumb youth. Was he 
right in doing so? Wasn't he foolish 
in ordering the cremation of the body 
of the fake prince? He knew the 
mantra with which he had entered 
the body of the sanyasi first and then 
the dumb youth. Why then didn't he 
use the same mantra and retrieve his 
soul from the body of the fake prince? 
Would it be that he had forgotten the 
mantra by then? If you know the 
answers, and yet decide to keep si- 
lent, beware, your head will be blown 
to pieces!" 

Asusual, Vikramaditya had ready 
answers. "Prince Jagaveera was an 
intelligent young man. That's why 
all along he was calm and didn't get 
perturbed. Ifhe had entered the body 
of the peacock, he wouldn't have 
been able to communicate with hu- 
man beings. He was wise in entering 
the body of the dumb youth. Till 
then he had taken the figure of the 
sanyasi, and if he had gone to the 





palace like that, he knew he would 
have been put to death by the fake 
prince, or even by his father. That's 
why he chose the body of a youth, 
though at that time he was not aware 
that Lokenath wasa dumb. He hadn't 
forgotten the mantra, but being dumb 
he was unable to chant! It was, 
therefore, imposible to re-enter the 
body of the sanyasi who had as- 
sumed his figure, that of the prince. 
That's why he ordered its cremation. 
Whatever his actions were, they were 
all done with intelligence and after 
careful thinking. He wanted to help 
everybody and was unconcerned 
about his own welfare. The only 
foolish thing that happened to the 
prince was that he allowed himself 
to be cheated by the sanyasi." 

The vampire realised that the king 
had been too smart for him. He flew 
back to the ancient tree, carrying the 
corpse with him. Vikramaditya drew 
his sword and wentafter the vampire. 





WHO WAS WRONG? 


ivananda was a learned man of Sivapuri. Several poets of the place 
S used to send him their compositions for his opinion. The promising 
ones always received praise and encouragement from him. Poet laureate 
Achuthananda, however, had only scorn forthem. He went about claiming 
that he was the only learned man in the kingdom. 


Whenever people mentioned Achuthananda to Sivananda, he would 
tell them that the poet laureate was a learned man. Achuthananda was 
aware of this, but he would always describe Sivananda as an unlettered 
person. 


The king came to know of this and one day, he sent for Sivananda. "It's 
ail right that you praise Achuthananda, but why is it that he doesn't have 
a good word about you?" : 


"Though we hold differing views about people's writings," explained 
Sivananda, "we were under the impression that what we think about each 
other was correct. Now, | find that | was wrong in my belief." 


Achuthananda, who was listening to the conversation between the king 
and Sivananda, could only hang his head in shame. 








THE LAST THREE : BUT NOT THE LEAST 


The three remaining planets of the system are Mercury, Venus, and Pluto. 

Mercury's distance from the Sun is 58,000,000 km. Its diameter is 4,880 km. 

The distance of Venus from the Sun is 108,200,000 km. Its diameter is 
12,100 km. 

Pluto's distance from the Sun is 5,900,000,000 km. This one is the farthest 
planet in our Solar System. It was discovered only in 1930 at the Lowell 
Observatory, Flagstaff, Arizona. It is smaller than our Earth. 

The ancients believed that behind these planetary bodies there were godheads. 
Mythology and legends of ancient civilizations speak of these godheads. The 
Indian mythology, in particular, has depicted them as gods who were involved with 
the affairs of men. Is there any symbolic truth in it? All we know is, there is one 
consciousness pervading the entire universe. Every object influences the other 
objects. Whatever greater truth is there in the mythological stories about the 
planets, you must find out yourself, if you care for it, through your own study and 
meditation. 

(This series conciuded) 
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NO OTHER city in India has as many forts as Delhi. If 
believed that the capital founded by the Pandava pringgs 
Indraprastha stood here. But this has yet to be proved? 
What is known for certain is that a Tomara king, 9 
Anangapala had built a font, Lalkot, in 737 A.D. aroundyif 
site where the Qutb Minar now stands. Nearly fof hu dre 1 
years later, Prithviraj Chauhan III built another fort at thi vs 
same site. Prithviraj was popularly known as Rai Pithora and 
the fort was called Garh Rai Pithora 


FROM LALKOT TO 
LAL QILA Text : Meera Ugra 


Drawings : Goutam Sen 


In 1303 A.D. Alauddin Khalji built Koshak-i-Siri, Siri fort where the Asian Games 

were held in 1982. The Khalji dynasty was succeeded by the Tughlaq dynasty. To 
keep the Mongol invaders away, three different Tughlaq kings — Ghiyasuddin, 
Muhammad and Firoz Shah built three different forts - Tughlaqabad, Adilabad 








(dahanpanah) and Feroz Shah 

Kotla. All that remains of these 

forts are some massive walls and 
watch-towers. 


4 Tughlaqabad 
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mrita Bharati, Bharafiya Vidya Bhavan, 1995 







The fort now known as the Purana 
Qila was begun by Humayun, the 
second Mughal emperor and was 
completed by Sher Shah Sur. 


Akbar shifted his capital to 

Agra. He chose a fort, Badalgarh 
and reinforced and strengthened 
it. It was built of red sandstone and 
came to be called Lal Qila. 


& Purana Qila 


Lal Gila, Agra 


This unique and strong fort has two 
Moats and two boundary walls. 


1, pictured 



























There is a record of a daring 
escape from the fort, of Amar 
Singh Rathor, a Rajput general 
who served Akbar's grandson, 
Shahjahan. One day in a fit of rage 
Amar Singh killed the royal 
treasurer, Salavat Khan — who 
constantly conspired against him. 
He rode away pursued by 
Shahjahan's soldiers. Finding the 
main gates closed, he ascended 
the steps of the ramparts on his 
horse, Bahadur and without a 
moment's hesitation jumped from 
the 30-foot high wall. The gate, knowfi 
as Akbari Darwaza till then came to 
be called Amar Singh Darwaza. eq AmarSingh 
Darwaza 


Shahjahan shifted the 
capital back to Delhi and 
began to build a fort on 
the 12th of May 1639 in 
Shahjahanabad, a new 
city founded by him. 


The fort like that of 

_ Agra was built of red 
sandstone and 
inevitably, also came 
to be called Lal Qila. 
Shahjahan held court 
sfor the first time there 
on 18th April, 1648 
amidst great pomp or 
splendcii. 








Silver columns supported richly embroidered 
silk and velvet canopies, while gold pillars 
supported the canopy above the Peacock 
Throne. The Peacock Throne dazzled all who 
beheld it. Later, Shahjahan's son, Dara 
Shukoh got these famous lines of poet 
Firdausi inscribed in gold letters above the 
throne : “if there be heaven on this earth, it 
is here, it is here, it is here.” « 


Heaven turned hell for the emperors w' 
came after Aurangzeb, the last of the 
great Mughals. The empire began to 
crumble and the fort was taken over 
by invaders like Nadir Shah and 
Ahmed Shah Abdali. 


Blood flowed during the turbulent period of 1857-58, when the sepoys rose in 
revolt against the East India Company's rule and proclaimed the aging Bahadur 
Shah Zafar their king. When the revolt was quelled Bahadur Shah was tried by 
in the same fort, found guilty and was sentenced to exile in Burma. 













On August 15, 1947, when the 
country became independent, the 
: Union Jack was lowered and 

» Pandit Jawaharlal Nehru hoisted 
the Tricolour on the ramparts of 
the Red Fort. 


m Lalkot to Lal Qila a cycle 
had been completed. 





ong long ago, when the world was 
Lun young and man rather simple, 
there lived a farmer and his wife. They 
were poor and worked hard for their 
livelihood. But both had an unusual 
pastime. Whenever they could get 
some leisure, they loved to vie with 
each other with their daydreams. 

One day, the farmer said to his 
wife, “When I grow rich, I'll buy a 
beautiful cow." 

“Ah! That's indeed a good idea! I'll 
milk the healthy animal and she'll give 
us an excellent yield!" exclaimed the 


woman excitedly. 

“But where are we going to store 
such a large quantity of milk?” asked 
her husband, feeling rather worried. 

“Why? I'll, of course, buy a big-—a 


. very big — pot to hold all that milk!" 


came the prompt reply. 

“You're no doubt a most practical 
woman!" said the farmer proudly. 

The next day, the farmer's wife 
hurried to the market and bought a few 
large earthen vessels. When the farmer 
returned home in the evening, he saw 
them arranged in a row. 











"Oh, so many of them? Will our 
cow really give us so much milk?” he 
asked, feeling quite worried. 

"Why not? But, actually, one potis 
meant for the milk, one for butter, and 
the other for curd." replied the woman 
in a matter of fact manner. 

"That's all very fine. But, dear wife, 
what about the fourth one?" asked her 
husband curiously. 

"Well. that's meant for taking some 
of our excess milk to my sister," she 
said candidly. 

"What? Milk for your sister? And 
you've been planning this behind my 
back?" shouted the farmer angrily. 

He flew into a rage and crashed the 
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fourth pot to pieces. 

"I'm the one who will tend the cow. 
So, I've every right to do as [ wish with 
the milk!" argued the woman, quite 
agitated. 

“Really? I toil and sweat all day 
long and purchase a cow with my 
hard-earned money, You, on the other 
hand, give away the milk to your sis- 
ter. How very smart of you!" roared 
the farmer, smashing two more pots 
and hurling the last one at his wife. 

Their next door neighbour, who 
heard the great hullabaloo, rushed to 
the farmer's house. 

“Now, what's going on here?" He 
enquired of the angry husband. 

"This wicked woman is stealing 
milk from my cow and passing it to 
her sister!" 

"Your cow?" asked the neighbour, 
looking here, there, and everywhere. 

"That's right. My cow." 

"But I don't see any! Where is the 
cow?" queried the neighbour. 

"Well, I'm certainly going to buy 
one when I save enough money," said 
the man. 

"Oh, you mean that cow! I under- 
stand,” said the neighbour with a 
chuckle. He kept quiet for a moment 
and then suddenly planted a blow on 
the farmer's back. 

The farmer looked surprised. 
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“What's that for?” he demanded. 

"Now I know who is munching 
away the flowers and vegetables inmy 
garden," said the neighbour and went 
on raining blows on the poor farmer. 

"Wait, wait! Why on earth are you 
beating me? What wrong have I done 
to you?" pleaded the farmer, who was 
no match for his strong and stout 
neighbour. 

The woman looked bewildered and 
stood still with tears in her eyes. 

“You dare ask what's wrong? Isn't 
your wicked cow that is eating away 
all the flowers and vegetables in my 
garden? You dare ask how you've 
wronged me?" retorted the neighbour, 
still pretending to be furious. 

“You don't have a garden atall, and 


you speak of flowers and vegetables! 
Have you lost your senses?" asked the 
farmer, though feeling dazed. 

“Well, dear friend, I'm speaking of 
the garden I'm about to plant! I'm, in 
fact, planning for along time, but alas, 
your ill-mannered cow has been de- 
stroying it," said the clever man so- 
berly. 

The farmer at last saw his own 
folly, and both of them burst into 
guffaws of laughter. The farmer's wife, 
too, laughed through her tears. 

From that day onwards, though the 
farmer and his wife did continue to 
daydream, they were cautious not to 
force their beautiful dreams into real- 
ity too soon! 

- Retold by Anup Kishore Das 

















nstead of church bells, guns boomed 
in Bosnia-Herzegovina to usherin the 
New Year. There was nothing unusual 
about it, because that has been the 
custom in Bosnia. But the people there 
heaved of sigh of relief when the guns 


later fell silent, unlike the New Year eve_ 


during the three previous years, be- 
cause a war had raged soon after 
Bosnia-Herzegovina broke away from 
the Federation of Yugosiavia, along with 
only Serbia and Montenegro remained 
in the Federation. 

Exceptin Macedonia, violentciashes 
erupted in the other three republics in- 
volving the Serb-dominated Federal 
army. The mostfierce fighting took place 
in Bosnia-Herzegovina where the war 
continued for nearly 33 months — the 
longest in Europe since the end of the 
Second World War in 1945. 

The Serbs clashed with the Muslims, 
who are in a majority in Bosnia, and the 
minority Croation population. After the 
Serbs captured the airport in capital 
Sarajevo, the U.N. peacekeeping troops 
found movement impossible. Essential 
supplies could also not reach the em- 
battied towns of Bosnia. 

The contact group set up by the 
U.S.A., Russia, France, Germany, and 
Britain offered several peace plans which 
were all initially rejected by one or more 
of the warring groups. Ultimately, a plan 
to allot only 49 per cent of the territory to 
the Serbs, with the rest going tothe others 


A WINDOW ON THE WORLD 
End of 1,000-day war 


found, favour with the Muslim govern- 

ment and the Croat 
Meanwhile, the U.S_A., whose troops 
serving onthe U.N. Peacekeeping force 
found themselves being attacked by the 
Serbs, threatened to help Bosnia with 
arms supplies. The Serbs then sought 


- the help of the former U.S. President 


Jimmy Carter, who had already earned 
a name as a successful peace nego- 
tiator after he intervened in the conflict 
between the U.S.A. and North Korea, 
and in the civil war-torn Haiti. 

Mr. Carter held talks with the Mus- 
lim and Serbian leaders and prompted 
the latter to accept the 5-nation peace 
plan. Aweeklater, on December31, the 
warring groups agreed on cessation of 
hostilities for the next four months and 
tocontinue negotiations so as to reach 
a final settlement by next May. Thus, 
Peace returned to Bosnia after nearly 
thousand days of war. 









The Story £0 far: 


STORIES FROM 
MAHABHARATA 








When King Pandu died, his brother Dhritarashtra, who was bom blind, became the King of 
Mastinapura and brought up the five sons of Pandu, along with his own one hundred sons. 

Mutual jealousy between the cousins, increased from day to day. Duryodhana, the eldest of 
the Kaurava princes, tried to kill Bhima, inthe hope that, with Bhima outot the way, if would be easy 
to prevent Yudhisthira, the eldest of the Pandavas, from claiming the throne. 


The princes were trained in the use of arms and wartare by Drona, @ warrior-sage. A 
tournament was held at Hastinapura, the capital, and in the course of the day, a warrior named 
Kama appeared and proved himself to be the equal of Prince Arjuna in archery. 

This encouraged Duryodhana, who befriended Kama and appointed him King of Anga. Kama 
was actually the first-born of Queen Kunti, but was believed by himself and all others to be the son 
of a charioteer, 


t last, when King Dhritarashtra 
announced that Yudhishtira 
was the heir-apparent to the throne, 
Duryodhana's mad envy and jeal- 
ousy knew no bounds. 
To make matters worse, the 
people held the Pandava princes in 
high regard, and Yudhishtira came 





to be named Dharmaraya, the 
sustainer of the law. It soon became 
common knowledge in the palace 
that the people were muttering, 
Dhritarashtra had noright to be king, 
and that Yudhishtira should make a 
far better ruler. - 

Dhritarashtra was in many w77‘7s 


5. THE HOUSE OF WAX 





a wise ruler and, although he loved 
his brother's sons, he was weak- 
willed and ¢ easily swayed by 
evil counself # 

Duryodhana conspired with his 
cunning uncle Sakuni, and his uncle's 
minister, Kanika, on ways and means 
to get rid of the Pandava princes. 

One day, Duryodhana went to his 
father, seething with rage. "This state 
of affairs can no longer be endured. 
The people are already hinting that 
Yudhishtira should be crowned king 
immediately. The Pandavas must go, 
otherwise what is to become of us? 
Are we to rely on their charity for our 
future?" he exclaimed. 


The old king was sorely worried. 
"Son," he said, "what you say may 
be true, but if we openly oppose or 
harm the princes, the whole king- 
dom will rise against us." 

"You're wrong!" shouted Duryo- 
dhana, quivering with rage. "We've 
powerful allies in Kripa and Drona 
and in the latter's son, Aswasthama. 
I beg of you, send the Pandavas to 
Varanasi; otherwise there will never 
be peace in the kingdom." 

At first, Dhritarashtra refused to 
listen to Duryodhana's evil schemes 
but, then, Sakuni and Kanika lost 
no time in trying to convince the 
king that to allow the Pandavas to 
remain in Hastinapura would prove 
an ever growing menace to himself 
and his sons. But if the Pandavas 
were induced to go to Varanasi, 
Duryodhana and his brothers would 
regain their popularity and, perhaps, 
in time the Pandavas could be al- 
lowed to return. 

By and by Dhritarashtra yielded 
to the conspirators’ sweet words, 
and in his weak judgement, began to 
believe that with the removal of the 
Pandava princes, the Kauravas 
would for ever reign supreme. 

Kunti Devi'and the princes wel- 
comed the suggestion ofa prolonged 
visit to Varanasi, for it would be a 


relief to get away from the treacher- 
ous atmosphere of the court at 
Hastinapura. 

Duryodhana, delighted at the turn 
of events, lost no time in planning 
with Sakuni and Karna about a fatal 
‘accident’ that would finish off the 
Pandavas. 

The conspirators hit upon an idea 
that seemed bound to succeed. They 
sent for Purochan, an architect of 
dubious character, and gave him in- 
structions which he swore to carry 
out. 

Before the Pandavas left for 
Varanasi, Purochan hastened there 


well in advance, and with his own. 


artisans and Jabourers built a beauti- 
ful palace to house the Pandavas. 
Everything in this palace was con- 
structed of the most inflammable 
material which would burn rapidly. 
The plan was to set fire to this ‘house 
of wax' when the Pandavas were 
sound asleep, and as wax would 
burn fiercely, they would stand no 
chance of escaping, and the Kauravas 
could never be blamed for such a 
tragic accident. 

The day came when Kunti Devi 
and the five princes took leave of 
their relatives and friends, and set 
off on their journey to Varanasi. 

Vidura, the wise counsellor, ac- 








companied them for some distance 
and. before returning to Hastinapura, 
spoke words of warning to Yudhi- 
shtira. "Listen carefully, my son," 
whispered Vidura. "Death awaits you 
at Varanasi in a house that has been 
designed to go up in flames. Be pre- 
pared, and trust the men I will send. 
Then all will be well.” 

Yudhishtira sadly realised that 
sucha hideous plot could only be the 
work of Duryodhana, and he decided 
to say nothing to the others, until 
they reached Varanasi. 

The people of Varanasi were 
happy that the Pandavas were visit- 
ing their city and welcomed them 





with garlands and music. They were 
escorted to the ‘house of wax’ by 
Purochan himself, who boasted of 
its lavish beauties and explained that 
by the orders of King Dhritarashtra, 
he would remain there to look after 
the comforts of the honoured guests. 

That evening, Yudhishtira told 
his mother Kunti Devi and his bro- 
thers of Vidura's warning and then, 
with Bhima, examined the entire 
building. There was no doubt that 
the place was a veritable death trap. 

Yudhishtira told Bhima: "Now 
that we know of this dastardly plot, 
do not let Purochan feel that we're 
suspicious. But we must remain on 


our guard every night, until -we get 
further word from Vidura." 

So, they stayed in the palace and, 
to all appearances, were free from 
care. During the day, they met the 
people, or went hunting, but at night 
one of the princes remained on guard. 
Meanwhile, Vidura sent a trusted 
servant, who met the princes in se- 
cret and, unknown to Purochan, 
showed them a carefully concealed 
door in the palace that led to a tunnel 
which went under the ground and 
the surrounding walls of the palace. 

With this knowledge, the princes 
decided to escape that very night. At 
midnight, Bhima took a torch and 
set fire to the house at adozen places. 
Then they all hurried out through 
the subterranean passage into the 
forest well beyond the palace, 

The ‘house of wax' was soon a 
roaring blaze that lit up the sky, and 
a fast swelling crowd of citizens 
could do nothing to stem such an 
inferno. They only stood and la- 
mented the fate of the princes and 
their mother. 

The palace was reduced to ashes, 
and in the debris lay the remains of 
Purochan, a victim of his own das- 
tardly scheming andadrunken group 
of people who slept on the verandah. 

When the news reached Hastina- 


pura, Dhritarashtra and his sons shed 
tears, and performed the most sol- 
emn funeral rites for their kinsfolk, 
who they fondly believed had per- 
ished in the fire, because dead bod- 
ies had been found amidst the ashes. 

In the forest, the Pandavas groped 
their way through the tangled un- 
dergrowth till they came to the river 
Ganga. There they found a boat with 
a boatman in whom they confided. 
They crossed the river, and entered 
the forest on the far side. Bhima, 
seeing that his mother was exhaus- 
ted, took her on his shoulders and 
led the way through the dense forest. 

After a time, sheer fatigue and 
thirst forced them to halt, and they 
decided to take rest, Not so the tire- 
less Bhima, who forced his way 
through dense undergrowth until he 
found a pool and, making cups of 
lotus leaves, carried water for his 
mother and brothers. Then, whilst 
the others slept, Bhima stayed awake 


and armed himself with a club, to 
protect them against wild animals. 

In these forests dwelt a giant and 
his sister, Hidambi. She was out 
early searching for food, when from 
some distance she saw Bhima 
standing guard over his mother and 
brothers. She liked him very much. 
As she could take any form, she 
changed herself into a maiden of 
rare beauty. 

Hearing someone approach, 
Bhima turned and saw this beautiful 
looking maiden coming towards him. 

At first he was surprised that 
such a beauty should be walking 
through the forest, alone. Hidambi 
came closer and with a dazzling 
smile said, “I am Hidambi and wish 
you no harm. But my brother is a 
man-eating giant, and will slay you 
all on sight. Follow me and I will 
lead you all to safety. But promise, 
Ibeg of you, to make me your wife." 

= To continue 








Ny tans Murthy was one of the 

richest persons of Vanchiyoor. 
Strangely, it was his wealth which 
gave him untold misery. It was a 
warm summer's day, and as usual he 
lay on his bed for an afternoon nap. 
Buthowever much he tried, he would 
not get a wink of sleep. He lay flat 
for some time; then he lay on one 
side; soon he changed the side. No, 
his eyelids would not close. He re- 


moved his shirt, and asked his ser- . 


vants to fan him from either side. It 
was still unbearably warm for him. 
The servants then sprinkled the room 
with water. That also did not help. 
Murthy got up and wentup to the 
verandah. The sight that greeted him 
did not gladden his heart. His em- 
ployees were all fast asleep. In fact, 
some of them were even sleeping in 
the sun. He felt jealous of them. He 
woke them up. "What's this? I'm 
your master, and I don't get any 





sleep 


sleep! How come you people who 
are my employees are able to sleep 
so soundly? Come on, get up. If I 
can't get any sleep, then, you also 
shouldn't sleep. Go back to!" 

After ensuring that they all went 
back to work, Murthy went inside, 
and what did he see? His wife was 
fast asleep; their children, too, were 
asleep. He could not brook the sight, 
so he woke them up, too. After all, it 
was he who looked after them, and 
they depended on him in every re- 
spect. Why should they enjoy sleep 
when he himself was denied of it? he 
argued with himself. 

His wife consulted her faithful 
maid. Was her lord and master suf- 
fering from any illness? The maid 
discussed the matter with the other 
servants. Some of them went and 
brought a doctor who was known to 
the family. Murthy did not very much 
appreciate the gesture, but it being 


CHANDAMAMA 


their family doctor, he allowed him- 
self to be examined. "There's noth- 
ing wrong with him,"the doctor as- 
sured Murthy's wife, "physically, I 
mean. Maybe he doesn't have any 
peace of mind. You'll have to find 
what it is that bothers him." 

Murthy now started spending 
sleepless nights, too. The servants, 
who were being woken up at dead of 
night, for something or the other to 
keep him at peace, began murmur- 
ing: "Master must be affected by 
something supernatural. Maybe a 
ghost. Who knows! If that be so, he 
must be treated immediately." His 
wife agreed to their going in search 
of someone who could cure him by 
his mantras. 

Vamana Murthy, by then, was so 
desperate about his incurable sleep= 
lessness, that he too wished some- 
thing drastic was done. He received 
the sorcerer with due reverence, and 
dutifully repeated the mantras 
chanted by him, The sorcerer tied a 
sacred thread around his waist and 
another one on his wrist. All that 
was no avail. Sleep continued to 
evade Murthy. 

One day, asanyasi came that way. 
Tt was Murthy's wife who saw him 
first. She invited him to spend 
sometime with them. Murthy paid 
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his obeisance to him for his wife's 
sake. They took him into confidence. 
The sanyasi remained in a contem- 
plative mood for some time. How 
should he solve Murthy's problem? 

“Probably you don't have any 
thought other than money — making 
more money, and acquiring more 
wealth," said the sanyasi. "You must 
remember that our life is not ever- 
lasting. One day we all have to die. 
And then what'll happen to all the 
money, all the wealth? We can't take 
it with us when we pass away, can 
we?" 

Vamana Murthy was not sure 
how he should react. “But I know all 
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that. And you don't have to teach me 
again," he snapped. 

The sanyasi persisted. "Why did 
god create day and, night? One must 
be active during the day and take 
rest at night. Sleep is very essential 
for a human being. If he doesn't get 
any sleep, he'll be tired.” 

"That's all right," said Murthy. 
"I'm not working day and night. I 
don't have to, yet I'm not able to get 
any sleep, either during the day or at 
night. That's what I want to know: 
why am I not getting any sleep? I 
thought you would solve that prob- 
lem for me. Why is it that my wife, 
children, and even my employees 


are able to get good sleep?" he asked 
rather impatiently. 

"You try to forget your worries 
for some time," prompted the 
sanyasi. "You may then get sleep." 

"That's impossible!" snapped 
Vamana Murthy. "Ican'tdrive away 
my worries, my anxiety. There are 
several people working for me. For 
their welfare I must sacrifice a lot. 
For their sake, I don't waste any 
time, so that Ican earn more money." 

"Exactly. And that's what is 
causing sleeplessness," remarked the 
sanyasi. "Your mind does not get 
any rest. It remains restless. What 
you need is rest, rest from care, and 
some peace. You may not understand 
what I say. Come with me. I'll take 
you to someone. Perhaps he'll have 
a solution for your problem." 

Vamana Murthy wentalong with 
the sanyasi, posing as his disciple. 
Soon they reached a house. "This is 
where Ananda Murthy stays," said 
the sanyasi. They were received with 
great reverence. Ananda made them 
comfortable and served them food. 

"How're you, Ananda?" said the 
sanyasi. “I hope you're well?" 

"There's practically no improve- 
ment," said Ananda, sorrowfully. 
"You know my mother has been 
unwell. I spend most of my earnings 


for her treatment. My wife attends 
on her day and night. Even then my 
mother is not satisfied, and she scolds 
my wife non-stop. We can tolerate 
all that. What saddens us is, my 
mother even scolds my children, 
saying that they bother her, My el- 
der son is an irresponsible fellow; 
he's never at home, and is wander- 
ing here and there. The younger one 
is a dunce. He can't remember his 
lessons. And this year, I'm afraid the 
yield from my farm will be very 
little. I'm just managing by bor- 
rowing money, and I am not able to 
repay my loans." 

"Can't you find a way out, 
Ananda?" asked the sanyasi. 

"Ltried to advise them; it had no 
effect," replied Ananda Murthy, "I 
went here and there in search of 
work and to earn enough. But what 
I earn it not enough to meet all the 
expenses. What more can I do? I 
have done my best. Now I've left 
everything to god's mercy." 

By now it was nearing afternoon. 
Anandaexcused himself. "I've some 
important work to finish. Ishall come 
back soon. Please make yourselves 
comfortable till I come back." 

The sanyasi and Vamana Murthy, 
however, decided to follow him. 
They saw him getting into a man- 
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grove, taking off his shawl, spread- 
ing it on the ground, and lying down. 
In no time he was enjoying sound 
sleep. Murthy whispered into the 
Sanyasi's ears: "See that! He has 
plenty of problems and, instead of 
trying to solve them, he's lazy enough 
tosleep away his problems. I'm going 
to wake him up and ask him to go for 
work!" 

"Now I know, Murthy! You're 
jealous of him, aren't you?" said the 
sanyasi with a smile. "All right, try 
to wake him up.” 

Murthy was about to do that when 
someone rushed in and stood before 
Murthy. "Why did you stop me?" 
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said Murthy, angrily. "Don't you 
know Ananda Murthy has a lot of 
problems and he has to earn a lot of 
money? Instead of being lazy, he 
should work hard. I don't like lazy 
people!" 

"Pity, you don't know about 
Ananda Murthy!" said the stranger. 
"He's not any lazy person. He works 
at two places in the night and so he's 
awake all through the night. And all 
day he is busy at home, looking after 
his family or his farm. Whenever he 
gets some free time, he tries to get 
some sleep. So, don't disturb him, 
please." 

Vamana Murthy felt ashamed. 
"How do you know so much about 
Ananda?" he asked the stranger. 

"Oh! He works for me at night in 
my shops," the man replied. "And 
whenever I find him sleeping 
soundly, I feel happy, though I don't 
get good sleep myself." 

"It's strange that you don't sleep, 


sve 
but feel happy when you see your 
employee enjoying sleep!" remarked 
Vamana Murthy. 

"The secret is, one can get sleep 
if one has peace of mind," the man 
said. "Ananda has the satisfaction 
that he's doing whatever he can. It's 
not money that matters." 

Vamana Murthy turned to the 
sanyasi. "You've shown me the way, 
sire! I shall not envy others, but try 
to emulate them.” 

"I'm glad I introduced you to 
Ananda Murthy,” said the sanyasi, as 
they walked back home. "There's no 
point in being jealous of your wife, 
orchildren, or youremployees. They 
are able to enjoy sleep because they 
are satisfied with completing what- 
ever work you give them. You must 
derive pleasure by watching their 
feeling of satisfaction and joy. May 
you now enjoy good sleep!" the 
sanyasi blessed him before parting 
company with Murthy." 
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Common Trees 
of India 





Of Antiseptic Value 

A popular story of olden times runs like this : 
A woman went to a doctor with a strange prob- 
lem. Her husband was about to go on a Jong 
journey. How could she ensure his quick return? 
The medical man advised her to instruct him to 
sleep under a tamarind tree every night on his 
outward journey and under a neem tree on his 
return trip. She entreated her husband to do so, 
and the man agreed. He started, but within afew 
days he took ill and decided to cancel his trip and 
return. By the time he got back home, he was 
perfectly normal. It is believed that tamarind 
gives out unhealthy vapours, while the neem 
has healing powers! 

The medicinal properties of neem (Hindi) are 
manifold. The oil extracted from its seeds is an 
antiseptic and is used in toothpaste and soap. In 
north India, people can be seen chewing neem 
twigs in the morning. The chewed portion is also 
used as a toothbrush. The gum obtained from 
the bark is a stimulant and is taken as a tonic. 
Bu sore small-pox was eradicated, a house witha 
patient would have a string of neem leaves 
adorning the main door; he would be fanned with 
the leaves to reduce the itching sensation. In 
some parts of India, the Hindus symbolically eat 
neem leaves on their new year's day to ward off 
illness during the rest of the year! The wood is 
hard and bitter, and insects like white ants do not 
attack it. The timber is widely used for ship- 
building. 

The neem (neemgach is Bengali, Bevu in 
Kannada, Vepu in Telugu, Vepa in Tamil and 
Malayalam, Neembaiin Marathi, and Margosain 





English) grows tall andis evergreen. The leaves consist of leaflets which are long, narrow, and 
pointed, with serrated sides. New leaves appear throughout the year, but they are seen in 
flush in March-April. The flowers are small and white, and have the smell of honey. La 
bunches of them are seen twice a year—in March-April and later during the monsoon. The fri. fs 
are juicy and-sweet, and are enjoyed by children and adults alike. 


Great Writers 





{7 ho has not heard of the great 
" * poet Kalidasa and his mighty 
patron, King Vikramaditya? In fact, 
the stories of King Vikram and the 
vampire you readin your magazine, 
month after month, originated from 
some legends which figured the king. 
There is no doubt about the 
greatness of Kalidasa, for his plays 
and poetry are there before us to 
measure his genius. But when did 
he live? That is a question to which 
there are several answers. It could 
be the 8th century B.C. It could be 
the 2nd century B.C. It could even 
be as late as the 4th century A.D. 
In the history of India, there are 
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several monarchs who assumed the 
name Vikramaditya. Two of them 
were outstanding. One was the king 
who introduced a new calendar, 
known as the Vikram Samvat. He 
belonged to the 1st century B.C. 
The other was King Chandragupta 
ll, whose reign extended from the 
4th to the early 5th century. Most of 
the historians are of the opinion that 
Kalidasa belonged to the court of 
this illustrious king. But we are not 
sure. He might have belonged to 
the court of the earlier Vikramaditya 
as well. According to a legend, 
Kalidasa's patron had eight other 
great scholars in his court, making it 
a garland of nine gems or Nava 
Ratnas, They are : Kalidasa, Dhan- 
vantari, Kshapanaka, Amarsingh, 
Shanku, Vetalabhatta, Ghatakar- 
para, Varahamihira, and Vararuchi. 
All of them do not seem to be there 
inthe court of Chandragupta Il. They 
might have been there in the court 
of the earlier Vikramaditya. 
However, itis certain that Kalidasa 
lived in Ujjain, one of the great an- 
cient cities of India. There is a funny 
legend about him. According to ‘',. 
the young Kalidasa was uneducat>< 


and utterly naive. Some scholars, 
who were insulted by a highly 
learned princess, wanted to take 
revenge onherby making her marry 
an illiterate man. Their conspiracy 
succeeded and the princess mar- 
ried Kalidasa. 

But within a short time of their 
meeting, the princess knew thatshe 
had been deceived. She turned 
Kalidasa out. The dejected bride- 
groom was an ardent devotee of 
Mother Kali. He straight away pro- 
ceeded to the temple and wept and 
told the divine Mother that the hu- 
miliation he had suffered was un- 
bearable and that he was endinghis 


life. 

The Mother goddess prevented 
him from doing so, by blessing him 
with instant genius. 

This is how, out of a simpleton 
emerged one of the greatest poets 
of the world. 

His works include two epics, 
Raghu vamsam and Kumarasam- 
bhavam, three plays, Vikra- 
morvasiyam, Malavikagnimitram 
and Abhijnana Shakuntalam. Two 
other poetic works are Meghadutam 
and Ritusamharam. 

Kalidasa's influence on Indian 
literature is too deep to be mea- 
sured. 











__ DO YOU KNOW 


What is the name of the space rocket made in India? When was it first 

launched? From where? 

How many kinds of snakes are there? 

|. What is Porbandar, in Gujarat, famous as? 

. Name the first British Prime Minister. 

. Where will you find the longest temple corridor in India? 

Who invented the telescope? When? 

Forbotanical purposes, India has been divided into eight regions. Which 

are they? 

. For which game is the Merdeka Cup given as the trophy? 

. When was India's first 5-year-Plan launched? 

. What is the name of the first three-dimensional film produced in India? 
In which year? 

. An Irish woman supported India's freedom movement. Who was she? 

. When did airmail service start.in India? 

. Who is known as “the Flying Sikh"? 

. ‘Nho was the first Speaker of the Lok Sabha? 

. Who was the founder of the Brahmo Samaj? 

. Among the active volcanoes, which is the tallest? 

. Who led the famous "Ocean to sky” adventurous expedition in India? 

. Name one plant which stores food in its leaves. 


ANSWERS 
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SPORTS SNIPPETS 


Best of 1994 é 

Champion U.S. sprinter, Leroy 
Burrell, and _ski-ing 
ace, Manuela di 
Centa, of Italy, have 
been adjudged the 
bestathletes of 1994. 
They were chosen by 
Italy's largest sports 
daily. You may recall 
that Burrell clocked 
9.85 seconds in the 100 metre dash at 
Lausannelast July (see Chandamama, 
October 1994). Inthe 
voting by the readers 
of Gazzetta Dello 
"| Sport, the sprinter got 
504 points among 
menathletes. Among 
| women, Di Centa re- 
ceived 607 points. 
She had won five gold 
medals in women's cross-country at 
the Winter Olympics 
at Lillehammer. 
Among teams, Bra- 
il, who defeated Italy 
in the World Cup 
Football final, was 
given 288 points to 
top that category. 
Meanwhile, the 
French daily, 
L'Equipe, named Brazil's striker 
Romario as the ‘Sportsman of the year’. 
He played an influential role in the 
country's triumph in the World Cup. 
Among the top money-eamers are the 
ace basketball player (now retired) 





_ lars (he had earned 6 











Michael Jordan, of the U.S.A., and the 
German tennis star 
Steffi Graf, currently 
world number one 
among women play- 
ers. Jordan's eam- 
ings totalled more 
than 30,000,000 dol- 





million more in 1993), 
while Graf collected 8,000,000 dollars, 
The ratings were 
made by the Ameri- 
can magazine, 
Forbes. 

Silver turns 

Gold 

At the World 
Weightlifting Cham- 
pionship in Turkey's 
Capital, Istanbul, in November, India's 
19-year-old K. Malleshwari, of Andhra 
Pradesh, had won two silver medals in 
clean-and-jerk and in total — in both of 
which. China's Wang Sheng was 


‘awarded gold. But the Chinese lifter 


tested positive for drugs and so, the 
Intemational Weightlifting Federation 
decided to 
award gold to 
Malleshwari. 
She thus cre- 
ated history 
by being the 
first Indian to 
win two gold 
medals in the 
World Cham- 
pionship. 








ne bright Monday morning, 
John, Tom and Lucy, woke upto 
see the lovely sunrise from the big 
window in theirroom upstairs. They 
were planning to go and visit their 
cousins Ann, Peter, and Maggie and 
the littke monkey, Kimino, which 
Peter had kept as a pet. The children 
were very adventurous and always 
loved to go and ‘play detective’. As 
the three, now all dressed up to goto 
Barney Hill, walked out, their mother 
hugged and kissed them and bid 
them farewell. 
Barney Hill was the house of their 
cousins. Their father, Mr. Jason Hill, 
was a widower. The children stepped 
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out of the coach as soon as they 
reached Barney Hill. It was a big 
house, and they knew which room to 
go to, where the study was, and 
where they had to dine, because they 
had visited this place from the time 
they were just little children. Mrs. 
Marian, the housekeeper, invited 
them inside and told them that the 
children were in the study and would 
meet them in a few minutes. Lucy, 
the smallest, who was six years, 
shouted and looked around and said, 
"Oh! It's just the way it used to be. I 
think it's even more beautiful". Tom, 
who was eleven, came close to the 
window where Lucy was standing. 
He too loved the green scenery which 
he could see from the window. "Now 
let's go. Here comes Maggie and 
Peter," said John, who was thirteen. 
The children smiled and huggedeach 
other. 

"Oh! It has been a long time, 
hasn'tit, since we met?" said Maggie. 
She was the eldest in her family. She 
was twelve years old. Peter was 


eleven years old, just like Tom. Ann 
came in. She was ten years old and 
was always made fun of by her 
brother, Peter. 

“Let's get ready and go. We have 
to go to Simmons Lake. Don't you 
all know about it?" said Ann. 

Peter laughed at her and said, "Of 
course, my dear." 

Ann grimaced and Maggie told 
the others about the trip. "We're 
going to a place called Simmons 
Lake. Father has to do a little work 
on the land by the side of it; now that 
he’s going, we can go with him, 
too." 

"Oh, that's lovely, Maggie,” said 
Lucy. She came close to the older 
girl and caught her hand. "But are 
we going now?" she asked. 

"Yes, we've to be ready by five 
tomorrow." 

They moved out of the house and 
walked on the green pasture. It was 
so lovely to do so. Later that day, 
they had their supper and went to 
bed. Next morning, preparations 
were made and Ann and Maggie 
were the ones who were given the 
job of collecting food, while Tom 
and John helped with Lucy's pack- 
ing. Peter wanted to do everything 
by himself. 

At LS minutes to five, the car was 





filled with foodstuff and clothes and 
some woollens in case it was cold 
out at the Lake. The children were 


all ready to go, and so was Mr. Hill. 
"Get in, all of you. I'm going to pull 
the car out of the drive." 

The sun was shining brightly when 
they reached the Lake. It was very 
beautiful, and the water glittered in 
the sunlight. "What a beautiful 
scenery this will make," said Tom 
and John at the same time, and then 
all the children started laughing. Mr. 
Hill pulled up the car to a halt out- 
side an old house, quite near the 
Lake. The children came out of the 
car. Tom had his glasses on, al- 





though he was too shy to wear them. 
He had put them on now after he had 
ashout from John. Peter had Kimino 
on his shoulders. They went into the 
house, and as they stepped into an 
old hall with a fireplace and sofas, 
Lucy said, "A fireplace? Why do we 
need the fireplace?” 

Mr. Hill told her to keep quiet and 
that it was the only place available to 
stay and the only one near the Lake. 

An old man came in with a dog. 
He was very stern-looking and 
looked very rude. This worried the 
children a little, and Lucy moved 
closer to Ann. "Well, Mr. Cane, this 
is the place where we're going to 
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stay, isn't it?" asked Mr. Hill. 

Mr. Cane gave an odd sigh and 
said," Yes, this is it." 

Later, when the children were in 
their rooms upstairs, the girls in one 
room and the boys in another, Ann 
was restless and went to look at the 
Lake which could be seen from the 
window near her bed. "What's the 
matter, Ann?" said Maggie. 

"Oh, nothing, just that there is 
something weird going on in that 
Lake," said Maggie. 

"Yes, [know, but somehow when 
Iwentto fetch Kimino in the evening, 
as he ran to the Lake, I heard two 
people talking behind a bush. I could 
not see them, but they were talking 
about the Lake and about some se- 
cret atomic project," said Ann, 

“Maybe it was just astupid prank," 
said Maggie. 

There was a knock on the door. It 
was Mr. Hill." Now, why aren't you 
all yet asleep?" questioned Mr. Hill. 
Annran to her papa, kissed him, and 
said ‘good night’ and went back to 
bed. 

Next morning, as their father had 
planned to go to the Lake, the chil- 
dren also wanted to go, so he told 
them they could come but only if 
they would stay away from the wa- 
ter and from the woods nearby and 
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"keep to his side. The boys went 
fishing with Mr. Cane, while an old 
lady who was Mr. Cane's auntstayed 
with the girls as they walked on the 
pasture. Mr. Hill was a scientist and 
this was what Ann was wondering 
about, when she was knocked on the 
head by a pebble and turned to see a 
boy standing behind her, with dirty 
clothes on. "Who are you?" she 
asked. "Where are Maggie and 
Lucy?" 

"We're here," cried Maggie, fol- 
lowed by Lucy. "Mrs. Wilson has 
gone to do some errands, and so 
we're to be with her grandson, 
Harald." 

"Oh, is that so? But why did he hit 
me with a pebble?" 

"That is his way of saying hello". 

"No, my name is Harrold." He 
came closer and shook hands with 
Ann. 

The rest of the day was spent by 
Harrold showing the way around 
the Lake and other parts of the land 
near the Lake. He was a great stub- 
born brat. That was what Mrs. Wil- 
son called him. That evening, Ann 
and Maggie were walking down the 
sides of the house, when Maggie 
spotted a piece of paper in which 
was written: 

"COME TO THE LAKE WITH 
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SAP. TEST TO BE DONE. 9 FIN- 
ISHED. 1 LEFT. COME QUICK 
09-10-81". 

"Ann, what's this?" Maggie said 
in an alarming voice. 

"I don't know. Let's go and ask 
the others". 

They pushed into the boys' room. 
Peter was already fast asleep, and 


they did not want to disturb him. . 


“What's that?" cried John. 

"We found it outside the house," 
said Ann. 

John, who knew a little detective 
work, said, -"It seems like some 
secret message, don't you think 
so?" he asked Tom. 
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Tom smiled his adventurous 
smile. "Yes, I think so, too". 

"Oh, cut it out, you two. Tell us 
the truth,” said the girls. 

"That is the truth.” 

The girls were silent for a while. 
Then Maggie told them about the 
conversation she had listened to near 
the bushes. "Hey! I know we can do 
some detective work. Maybe it will 
be exciting", said Tom. 

John looked at the scrap of paper 
once again. "Look, this must be the 
date for whatever mission is going 
to happen, i.e., 9.10.81". It was the 
next day, Wednesday. "We'll go to 
the Lake when it's dark tomorrow. Is 
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everyone ready?" 

"Yes," agreed the girls, and sodid 
the boys. 

The next day passed the same 
way. The boys went fishing, but the 
girls were so excited that they told 
Harrold about it, too. 

“No, me do not know about it, but 
me see men in the night coming 
here". 

“What men?" asked Maggie. 

"Oh, big men, three/four all to- 
gether. They come here and go back 
at dawn." 

That evening, the children, now 
including Lucy, walked down the 
road to the Lake after supper and 
after their father had seen them ly- 
ing asleep on their beds. They 
stopped when they saw two cars 
going in the direction of the Lake. 
"What's that?” cried Lucy. 

"Silence. We should not make 
any noise,” said John. 

They reached the Lake and saw a 
sight which could make millions of 
people yell. It was a kind of marine 
machine in the Lake, and there were 
the army squads and some men 
dressed in fine clothes coming out 
of their cars. “What's going on? Are 
these people trying to rob some 
machines from the Army base? Or 
are they spies?" 
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The children remained stunned, 
with their hearts beating quickly. 
Suddenly Lucy yelled, and the light 
from one of the torches the men 
were holding fell on top of the 
children. John started running for 
help, and so did the others. 

The next morning, after break- 
fast, the children told Mr. Hill about 
the marine machine and about the 
great escape. He phoned the police, 
and in the evening, the police caught 
the thieves and the children were 
praised for their bravery. 

A few days later... 

"Oh my! What a lovely day," said 
Lucy, as she sat on the big sofa in the 
drawing room in her cousins’ home. 
Tom and John had come home from 
their boarding school and were to be 
there at any time. Peter was sitting 
just opposite Lucy. He was showing 
her some pictures of his father, Mr. 
Jason Hill's inventions. Maggie and 
Ann came running in and sat down 
to look at the pictures. 

"You know something? Dad is 
planning to take us to one of his 
places where he does his program- 
ming with his inventions. Would 
you and the others like to come 
too?" asked Maggie. 

"Isure do like to come, andI think 
they will, too," said Lucy. 





Mr. Hill came out from the study 
and wished the children ‘good 
morning". "We must be on our way 
to Kipps Island,” he said. 

"Kipps Island! That's where we're 
going?" asked Lucy. 

"Yes, indeed," said Maggie. 

Tom and John soon joined them, 
and off they were to Kipps Island. It 
took them two hours to reach Kipps 
Island in the steamer Mr. Hill had 
hired to take them there. After they 
reached Kipps Island, they were 
taken to a big house in acar. Mr. Hill 
said that he had to go and would see 
the children later. Tom, John, and 
Peter were given one room, and 


Lucy, Ann and Maggie were given 
another. Kimino was not taken this 
time, because Peter's pet was some- 
times very mischievous. 

That night, after dinner, the chil- 
dren wanted to go for an outing and 
were allowed to do so. Mr. Hill 
strictly told them not to wander too 
far. As the children walked down, 
they saw a tall tower. It was well 
built, but was quite old. The chil- 
dren were very adventurous and so 
wanted to investigate. Once they 
reached the top part of the tall tower, 
Maggie saw a strange sight. Evenin 
the moonlight, she could see some- 
one walking into their house in which 
they were staying. She knew that her 
father was not anywhere around, but 
was in the laboratory, and so she 
was suspicious. No one lived there 
with them, except an old lady called 
Mrs. Hannah. She told this to the 
others, and when they saw the house 
and the place where Maggie had 
pointed, they saw no one. But they 
planned to go and investigate the 
house. "I'm sure I saw someone, but 
how could anyone enter the house 
when the keys are with Mrs. Hannah? 
Ithink we should better investigate,” 
said Tom. So they went and slowly 
crept into the house. 


They searched high and low, and 
finally found some footprints in the 
garden and followed them into the 
house and into Mr. Hill's laboratory 
where they saw him standing with 
his head against the wall and a man 
holding a gun to his head. Lucy was 
about to hit him, when Maggie told 
her to stay quiet. The man was old 
and weird-looking. "I've waited for 
along time for this day, Jason. Give 


“me the formula." 


Tom ran to call the police and the 
man was soon arrested. 

Mr. Hill told the children that he 
was inventing a formula that would 
change man's life on earth. It was a 
formula of a preparation with 
some acids which could destroy the 
whole world by the press of a but- 
ton and that he had bysheer coin- 
cidence found it out when he was 
conducting one of his experiments, 
and also that Mrs. Hannah was the 
old man's aunt and had given him 
the keys to the house. The man, 
Bill, who wanted the formula, was 
a terrorist and needed the formula 
very badly. 

Mr. Hill told the police about the 
children's bravery, and they were 
rewarded. = 
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Who sent the first X'mas card to whom? 


— Malati Goswami, Howrah 
J.C. Horsley, of England, got 1,000 cards printed, with the picture of a family party 
and the words "A Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year to you" below the picture, 
and sent the first card to his friend, Sir Henry Cole. This was in 1843. By the way, 
the word Xmas is correctly written without an apostrophe between X and m. 


Why is it called 'shorthand'? What is its origin? 

- Subhash Pillai, Trivandrum 
The famous Roman orator, Cicero, had a Greek secretary called Tiro, who used 
to keep a record of his speeches. He would use certain symbols to represent 
words, phrases, and full-length sentences and was thus able to “take down" the 
speeches, or at least most of it. In 1588, Dr. Timothy Bright of England brought 
out a book showing symbols that can take the place of letters and words. These 
symbols were later modified by Pitman (in 1837) and Gregg, who perfected the 
system now known as shorthand, as distinct from long hand writing. 


What is ‘iron lung'? 

— Arvind Marathe, Nagpur 
This is a device which helps people, whose lungs are paralysed by disease or 
accident, to breathe without strain. It is a tube on wheels. This life-savina 
apparatus runs on electricity, but can also be manually operated. It was invey 
by Philip Drinker of Harvard, U.S.A. 





Say "Hello" to text books and friends 
'Cause School days are here again 
Have a great year and all the best 
From Wobbit, Coon and the rest! 








PHOTO CAPTION CONTEST 





Devidas Kasbekar B.V. Ravichandran 


Can you formulate a caption in a few words, to suit these pictures related to 
each other? If yes, you may write it on a post card and mail it to Photo Caption 
Contest, Chandamama, to reachus by the 20th of the current month. A reward 
of Rs. 100/- will go to the best entry which will be published in the issue after 
the next. 


The Prize for December '94 goes to :- 
Kum. G. Lakshmi Sumalata, 

House No, 10-12-13, 

Lakshmipuram, Girmajipet, 

Warangal - 506 002 (A.P.) 


The winning entry : "SWEET MEMORIES" “SWEET MOMENTS" 


PICKS FROMTHE WISE 


It is not by the grey of the hair that one knows the age of the heart. 
—Bulver 








Modesty is the clothing of talent. 


— Pierre Vernon 


Suffering is common to ail ; life is a wheel; and good fortune is unstable. 
: ~ Phoevlide_ 


























‘ THE MOST ENDEARING GIFT YOU CAN THINK OF 
\ FOR YOUR NEAR AND DEAR WHO IS FAR AWAY 


. CHANDAMAMA 








Give him the magazine in the language of his choice— 
Assamese, Bengali, English, Gujarati, Hindi, Kannada, 
Malayalam, Marathi, Oriya, Sanskrit, Tamil or Telugu 

—and let him enjoy the warmth of home away from home. 


Subscription Rates (Yearly) 
AUSTRALIA, JAPAN, MALAYSIA & SRI LANKA 





By Sea mail Rs.117.00 By Air mail Rs. 264.00 


FRANCE, SINGAPORE, U.K., U.S.A., 
WEST GERMANY & OTHER COUNTRIES 








By Sea mail Rs. 123.00 By Air mail Rs. 264.00 





Send your remittance by Demand Draft or Money Order favouring 
*Chandamama Publications’ to: 

CIRCULATION MANAGER CHANDAMAMA PUBLICATIONS CHANDAMAMA BUILDINGS 
VADAPALANI MADRAS 600 026 


~, —_— —- * 





